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V ic to r ia  R os tov ich
Folk Tales
I. A Love S tory
He stood jus t  ou ts ide  t h e  door, w a t c h i n g  h e r  
equ i l ib r ium  ru n  low.
T h e  m o o n  is h a n g i n g  and  t h a t ’s a good om en .  The  
stars
have  fal len on t h e m  h u n d r e d s  of t imes .  T h e  h o t  
shadow
from t h e  tea  cup,  grays  and  g raze s  t h e  c a rp e t  w h i c h  
he
h a d n ’t s tood  on for a w h i le .  How long  had  it  been  
s ince
h e ’d s tooped  w h i l e  pass ing  t h r o u g h  h e r  doorframe? 
So
long  s ince  h e  last h e a rd  t h e  d ru m  roll of h e r  f inge rs
on his  backbone .  T h e  m o m e n t  w h e n  h e  should press 
his
h a n d  over  h e r  m o u t h  soon b eca m e  e v id e n t  to both.  
I t ’s
r a re  t h a t  o p e n i n g s  ev e r  p r e s e n t  th e m s e lv es  as any  
t h i n g
but  t h e  f irs t  bees of April.  S o m e t h i n g  m u s t  h a p p e n  
soon.
His h a n d  m u s t  ev e n tu a l ly  d e t a c h  i tself  and  m a k e  a 
ges tu re .
Run  t h e  i n d e x  f in g e r  f rom h e r  b o t to m  lip to t h e  
c e n t e r
of h e r  b reas tbone .  W h o  can  stay still? W h o ’s 
moving?
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II. R e s o u r c e s
It has been  h o t t e r  s ince  w e  p la s te red  th e  f ro n t  yard, 
so h o t
th e  old ones  on th e  s tum ps ask for m o re  w a te r  th a n  
usual.
T he  f low er  g a rd en s  are  losing  th e i r  lus trous  red; th e  
g re e n s
are  fad ing  to  pastels. T h re e  m e n  and  I sat on a 
bench , u n d e r
a tree ,  d u r in g  th e  storms. I on ly  w a n t  th e  m e lody  of 
th e i r
questions, w ea v in g  w i th  th e  th u n d e r ,  r e p e a te d  daily  
in m y head.
T hey  w a n te d  to d r in k  th e n  and  th e re .  T hey  asked 
perm iss ion  to
ca tch  th e  d o w n p o u r  in th e i r  m ou ths .  T hey  w e re  free  
to choose.
For our lives to go som ep lace  w et,  I have  to  d rive  a 
t ru c k
m ade from  gold, at least g o ld -p la te d  on th e  surfaces. 
T he  old
ones w h o  o w n  th e  t ru c k  are  in possession of cus ta rd  
pow der, and,
at tim es, c o n c e n t ra te d  fish sauce, to flavor th e i r  m a in  
s tap le—
grains. I n e e d  to g e t  som e w a te r  to th e m  soon, 
before  th e y  g e t
bored  w i th  h u n g e r ,  before  th e y  g e t  a n g ry  and  p la n t  
land m in es  in
th e  riverbed . Sp ite  is ac t ion  bu t n o t  solu tion . But, 
th e y  are
free  to choose. I d id n ’t go do w n  for it too w ell w h e n  
I lost
t im e  c a r ry in g  w a te r  w i th  th o se  w h o  a b an d o n e d  me, 
ou t of spite,
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and  le ft m e  w a n d e r in g .  I to ld  th e m  if I g o t  lost o n e  
m o re  t im e,
and  if I lost m y  o ccu p a tio n ,  I w ou ld  b eco m e  a pagan , 
a rebel,
a g u e rr i l la .  I to ld  th e m  on ly  th e  c h i ld re n  d ese rv e  th e  
w a te r ,
and  I cou ld  ta k e  aw ay  th e  w a te r ,  th e  g ra in  and  
f lo w er  seeds,
an d  th e  ch i ld re n .  I to ld  th e m , of course, th e y  w e re  
f ree  to
choose  in  th is,  and  all m a tte rs .  R eso lu tion  seem s 
p robab le .
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